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and the end of it is already in sight. A great sock
disaster fell on the world. The industrial age built u
great cities where people lived, crowded into littl
boxes, where there was no room for children, wher
women's work vanished because they were dispossessed
where national population was kept going by addition
from God knows where, and national safety was jeop
ardized by the increasing scarcity of our own people. . t
We had a close shave of it.

Then came the war in the air. ... It has bombec
the industrial city out of future existence. They kno\\
that already in England. The bomb is decentralizing
industry, spreading the population out. They will never
go back. This will mean different kinds of homes,
homes half-town, half-country, with every man his
acre. . . . Everyone's dream for a little place in the
country, a place to call one's own, will come true.
Socialized up to the neck, the individual will have its
own again under his feet.

And the children ? There must be four or five for
every marriage. It is the only path of national safety,
safety by the strength and power of our kin and kind,
bred in our common thought and speech and ideal.
Without our own children, the wave of outside brutes
from an unredeemed world will kill us all. Later, we
can redeem the world, but we must save ourselves
first. . . . Everybody will know that. In re-organized
society the nation's children will be the first need3 the
main expense of government. Women who see to that
need see to nothing else. . . . That will be- done in
the home, for there will be no paid domestic service
except contract labour by the hour from the outside,
labour as good as ladyship, wearing a gold wrist watch
and a domestic college degree. . , . But the main thing
will be the home and behind it the long garden and trim
grass and flower and vegetable beds, and father trying
to plant a cherry tree from a book.

When England has been bombed into the country.